STAGE CONFIDENCES               303
We had secured boarding-houses, — the memory of mine will never die, — and in fact our round bodies were beginning to fit themselves to the square holes they were expected to fill for the next few weeks, when we found ourselves sneezing and coughing our way through that spirit-crushing thing they call a " February thaw/* Rehearsal had been long, and I was tired. I had quite a distance to walk, and my mind was full of professional woe. Here was I, a ballet girl who hud taken a cold whose proportions simply towered over that nursed by the leading lady's self; and as I slipped and slid slushily homeward, I asked myself angrily what a fairy was to do with a handkerchief, —and in heaven's name, what was that fairy to do without one. The dresses worn by fairies — theatrical, of course — in those days would seem something like a fairy mother-hubbard now, at all events a home toilet of some sort, so very proper were they; but even so there was no provision made for handkerchiefs, nois fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
